


The moft LamentableTragedie 

But I haue done a choufanddreadfull things, 

A* willingly as one would killa flic, 

Andnotlnnggneues me hartelie indeede. 

But that I cannot doe ten thouland more. 

Lucius , Bring downe thcDiuell for he muft not die, 
So fwcet a death as hanging presently ♦ 

Aron , Ifcherebe Dmcls would I wereaDiucl, 
Toliucaudburncin euerlafting fire , 

Sol might haue your companie in hel), 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue, 

I Mci, Sirs flop his mouth and let him fpeakc no more. 

Enter Emillius . 

Goth. . My Lord there isa mefl'engerfiomRomc, 
Defiers to be admitted to your pretence. 

Lucius. Let him come nere, 

V Vel come Emtlltut ,w h a t’s the ne wes from Rome? 

EmU. Lord Lucius , and you Princes of t he Gothes^ 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by me. 

And for he vnderftandsyou are in Aimes, 

He craues a Parley at your fathers houle. 

Willing you to demaund your hoftages , 

And they (hall be immediatly dclmered, 

Goth , VVhatfaics our Generali. 

L net, Emillius, let the Emperour giue his pledges, 
Vnto my Father audiny Vnkle Alarcus, 

And we will come, march away 

Enter Tamora and her two fonnes difguifed, 

Tamora. Thus in this ftrange and fad habilliam^V- 
I will encounter with nyindromcus^ 

A nd fay lam reuenge fent from belowe, 

To ioync with him and right his hainous wrongs,^ 
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of Ti tus A ndrontcus. 

Knocke at his ftudie where they fay he keepcs, 
To ruminate flrange plots of dierercuetige. 

Tell him reuenge is come to ioyne with him, 
And worke confufion on his enemies . 

They kuockf and T it us opens his jludie dears $ 


Titus. Who doth moled my contemplation; 

Is it your tricketo make me ope the dore. 

That fomyfaddecrees mayflieaway, 

And all my fludie be to no eftetf-. 

You arc deceiude, for what I meane to doe, 

S ee here in bloodie lines I haue fet downc. 

And what is written (hall be executed, 

Tamora . Ttfus,I am come to talke with thee. 

Titus. No no t a word,how can I grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue that accord, 

TJiou haft the odds of me therefore no more. (me. 

Tamora. If thou didft know me thou wouldft talk with 
Titus. I am not mad, lknowthee well enough, 

Witnes this wretched flump, witnes thef e crimfon lines, 

witnes thefc trenches made by greefe and care, 

witnes the tiring day and heauic night, 

witnes all forrow tliat I know thee well 

For our proud Emprefle, mighty tamora: 

Is not thy comming for my other hand. 

tamora. Know thou lad man, I am not tamora 3 
Sheds thy enemie,andi t hy friend , 

I am Reuen ge fen t from t hlnf ci nal 1 Kin Rejoin e, 
to calc the gnawing vuuurc of thy minde, 

By working wreaklull vengeance on thy foes: 

Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conferre with me ofm urder and of death, 

Ther’ snot a hollow Caue or lurking place, 
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